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The fecond part of 


■ffofi. Godsbleffing of your good heartland fo (be is by my 
troth. 

Falsi. Didft thou heare me? 

prince Y ca and you knew me as you did , when you ranne 
away by Gadfhil you knew I was at your batke,and fpoke it, 
on purpofe to trie ray patience. 

Faltt. No, no, no, not fo, I did not thinkc thou waft within 
hearing. 

Prince I (ball driue you then to confcilc the wilfull abufe, 
and then ] know how to handle you. 

'Falll, No abufe Hall a mine honour, no abufe. 

‘Prince Not to difpraife me, and cal me pantlerand bread- 
chipper, and I know not what 5 
Fal, No abufe Hall. 

Teynes No abufe? 

Fain No abufe Ned i'th worldc, honeft Ncd,none,Idif- 
praifde liirn before the wicked, that the wicked mi ght not fall 
inlouc with thee: in which doing, I haue done the part of a 
careful! fi iend and a true fubieft , and thy father is to giue me 
thankesfor it, no abufe Hall,nonc Ned, none, no faith boyes 
none. 

Trince See now whether pure feare and intire cowardize, 
doth not make thee wrong this virtuous gentlewoman toclofe 
with vs: is flic ofthewicked, is thine hoflefTe here of the wic- 
ked,or is thy boy of tire wicked, or honeft Eardolfe whole zeal 
burnes in his nofe of the w'icked? 

Poynes Anfwer thou dead c!me,anfwer. 

Fal ft, The fiend hath prickt down Bardolfe irrecoverable, 
and his face is Lucifers priuy kitchin , where he doth nothing 
but roft mautt-W'orms, for the boy there is a good angel about 
him, but the diuel blinds him too. 

Prince For the weomen. 

Falfl. For one of them fhees in hell already , and burnes 
poore foulesrfor th’other 1 owe her n1ony,and whether £hcbe 
dam nd for that I know' not 

Hojl 
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Uoft. No I warrant you. 

faljl . No I thinke thou art not , I thinke thou art quit for 
that.mary there is another inditement vpon thee, forfuffering 
flefh to be eaten in thy houfe,contrary to the law, for the which 
I thinke thou wilt howle. 

Hojl. A1 vitlars do fo, whats a ioynt of mutton or two in a 
whole Lent? 

Trince You gentlewoman. 

Dol. W hat faies your grace? 

Fal. His grace faies that which his flefh rebels againft. 

Pejto fnockes at doore. 

Hofl. Who knockes fo lowd at doore? looke too th doore 
there Francis. 

Trince Peyto,how now, what newes? 

Pejto The Kmg your father is at Weminfter, 

And there are twenty weake and wearied poftes, 

Come from the North, and as I came along 
1 met and ouertooke a dozen captaines, 

Bareheaded, fweating, knocking at the Tauerncs, 

And asking eucry one for fir Iohn FalftafFe. 

Prince By heauen Poines,T feele me much too blame. 

So idely to prophane the precious time, 

When tempeft of commotion like the fbuth. 

Borne with blacke vapour, doth begin to melt, 

A nd drop vpon our bare vnarmed heads, 

Giue me my fword and cloke: Falftaffc,good night. 


Exeunt Trince and Toynes. . 

Fal. Now comes in the fweeteftmorfell of the night, & we 
muft hence and leaue it vnpickt: more knocking at tile dooreJ 
how now, whats the matter? 
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